go	you can't be too careful
No comfort came to him.
On the table in front of him was the One Good Book,
and in his distress and search for guidance Mr Myame
had resorted to an old-fashioned expedient, opening the
precious volume with his eyes shut, running his finger down
the page, and then taking the verse on which it rested as
his message. But his first verse had been Genesis x, 23, and
the words were : " And the children of Aram ; Uz and Hul,
and Gether, and Mash."
He had pondered, but there was no light in that, none what-
ever. He had tried again and got First Chronicles xii, 27. It was
just as opaque. " And Jehoiada was the leader of the Aaronites,
and with him were three thousand and seven hundred."
" Three thousand and seven hundred," he reflected. " No.
It's nothing like that. It isn't anything like that. Anyhow."
Then he had resorted to his well stored memory for con-
solation and found no consolation, neither wind, nor thunder,
nor a still small voice. He stood, at the end of his tether,
bowed down, helpless, God-forsaken.
Penitence and prayer. He knelt before his fireside chair and
prayed. Prayed for light, prayed that at least he might know
why the Spirit had gone out of him. And at last, still on his
knees, he confessed. " I have sinned, Oh Heavenly Father.
I am no more worthy to be called thy Son."
A vast load upon his shoulders seemed to lighten. " I
have sinned. I have been presumptuous. I have taken upon
myself	" He weighed his words carefully.  " More ihan I
should. , . .
" Not my will but thy will be done. . . .
" I presumed and thou has chastened me. But thou who
readest the heart, thou knowest that in my pride it seemed to
me that thou hadst delivered this task into my hands, to take
this poor evil-hearted treacherous child and lead him into the
light, to mould his heart and mind, and make him one of thy
Holy Saints, to take him as my partner and at last my
successor in this thy-^chool—for to Thee alone be the praise.
To make this School a school of souls, a real Preparatory
School for thy service, a centre oflight in this dark world. . * ."

